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Author's Notes: 


such a short time period. Even stuff like this tends to take me weeks, if not months. But, here! Axl's 
perspective of that day and what he was up to. | hope you enjoy, and please interact if you canl 


Unbelievable. Un-fucking-believable. 
Axl had had the worst day in the history of the world, and it was only 3pm. 


Why was he even up before dark? 


Because that beanpole with a mop for hair, Duff fuckin’ Mcfuckface, had a job. He had awoken at the 
absolutely illegal hour of 8am and proceeded to shake the entire house down to its steel and sheetrock frame 
with how hard he was jumping to get his pants on. 


Why couldn't he be unemployed and irresponsible like the rest of them? 


Fucker. 


And back to the pants - why did he have to wear them so tight? Axl really didn't know. It had to hurt his 
balls. He also didn't know why Izzy was so pleased by the tight pants. Sure, Duff had an okay ass, but it wasn't 


great, not to him anyways. 


Now, Slash, HE had a great booty. 


It was one of the many recurring topics of debate between the Indiana boys, along with the merits of shaving 
Steven's chest, the ethical implications of Izzy spilling hair dye on their white cat who was now a tuxedo, and 
whether Axl's eight grade Halloween costume (a giant ear of corn) was the worst or best thing he had ever 


worn. 


So Duff had slammed him into consciousness in the early morn, which was annoying enough, but then he had 


had the GALL to ask Axl if he'd slept well. 


Axl had not, in fact, slept well, considering he went to bed at bam like a NORMAL PERSON, DUFF, and had been 
awoken by Mcfuckface just two short hours later. 


If that wasn't bad enough, there hadn't been any beer in the fridge, coffee in the pot, crack in the spaghetti, 
or weed in the drawer. Meaning, nothing to dull his senses and brighten his mood, considering Slash would 


definitely be too angry to put out if he was awoken at this hour. 


What was a singer to do? 


Axl decided that, since he had had SUCH an unfair morning, he deserved a shower. The ridiculously high prices 
of LA. made bathing a once a week luxury most of the time, but Axl had to admit that he wasn't very good 


at resisting indulgences. 


Would he get yelled at if it was found out he was the cause of the extra cost? Yes. Did he care? No! Bring on 


the yelling, he'd make sure to disappear for awhile when it was rent day. 


Well, the shower must have been REALLY indulgent, way more than he thought, cause Axl was treated to the 
sight of three very high, smelly, and definitely awake fuckers when he came wandering out of the bathroom. 


He sniffed prissily and paraded his clean, good-smelling self past them to his and Izzy's bedroom, choosing his 
clothes carefully. 


Axl was going to go out. He had decided it in the shower, a place he thought all thinking should be done in. It 


was amazing what being surrounded by four white walls and silence could do for your self-reflection abilities. 


To be fair, Axl went out every day. There wasn't much to do in their craptastic home. But today he wasn't 
going to aimlessly wander the streets of LA. No, he had specific tasks in mind. 


He could either swindle some touristy schmuck out of his hard earned cash, or he could go take care of some 
of his itches. Sex, booze, drugs - they were the kind of things that caused a habit, after awhile. If you were 
used to waking up and immediately drinking or fucking (or drinking AND fucking, as Slash was fond of) then not 


having access to those things could be quite the annoyance. 


Most medical professionals called it an addiction Well, fuck doctors. He just had an itch to follow through on his 


dai ly routine. 


Whichever option he chose, spend money or make money, the strip was the place to go. 


He informed his friends of this decision, receiving some not-so-kind words of advice from Izzy. 


Axl flipped him off and went on his merry way, positive that his day would get better from there. 


